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Snow is the medium of secrecy. Its purpose is to cover - no matter what, no matter why. Snow is uncertain 
Snow is vague, and snow is fragile. And snow is slowly coming down to settle on top of the trees, a growing 


white coat on their dark green robes. 


A grey afternoon. Thoughts are floating. Soft flakes building a layer on branches, gently almost. A blanket 
spread all over the place. Sleepiness. The world gets quieter by the minute. 


The cold is biting. The clouds hang low. Fingers are numb. Blood cools down. Breath is visible. Hair is frizzy. 
Snowflakes land on cotton. 

They really look like flowers. Each of them is unique, or so it is said. 

That's a lot of uniqueness there. All melting into one tiny icy stream trickling down the jacket. 


A flutter of eyelids when the crystals from above meet lashes. Blinking. Cheeks flushed from the cold. Thinking. 


Watching the endlessly flowing curtain of snow. Getting rid of thought. 
Images - memory and dream entangled - thrown onto the walls of the skull, trapped there. A rehearsal room 
inside the brain. Snowfall outside the window. Eyes dart around, soaking up the view: Fill the room with new 


images, different images. Images of snow. Snow covering the images. 
Suddenly - a gasp. Silenced by the snow. 


A silhouette between the trunks. Surprising. Unwelcome. 


A closer look: Familiar. And yet surprisingly unwelcome. 


Freezing. The stiffness of limbs. The tightening on the inside. Not prepared for company. Scared of company. 
Unwilling to talk, to stay. Yet stilling the need to run. To shy away, like a deer from the wolf. 


‘Oh, it is you." The voice sounds relieved. Loosening up a little. 


"A moment ago, | wished myself to Canada when | heard footsteps. The woods there are so much larger and 
lonelier." 
Recognising every shade of this timbre is comforting. Discovering a new tone is pleasing. Name it ( sna stemme 


), keep it in your snowy mind. 
Nodding. Noticing how snowflakes grow. How they become thicker. Falling more rapidly. 
"| see. Not so much up for talking right now." 


Tilting the head. Listening closely for hints of disappointment in those words - negative. If anything, it sounds 
like - - 


"Ah!" A small sound of shock. Wide eyes. Wet spot on the chest. A rest of snow sticking to the wool of the 
pullover. Dripping. 
A look upwards: Toothy grin Naughty. Fond. Adorable. 


And then you throw it back: the snow. Balls of snow, flying everywhere. It's a war. Snow on knuckles, snow on 
shoulders, snow running down spines. Red faces, ice cold lips. Laughter, drowned out by snow. Blond and brown 
hair, slick with snow and sweat. Wisps of shuddering breath. 

Skin glows with heat. It's so hot the snow burns. Lungs burn too. And yet you don't stop. You're practically 
rolling around in the snow now, wet clothes, wet hair, wet skin 


Only when he pushes you face forward in a heap of flaky whiteness, both of you laughing hard, breathless, 
you cry out. 


"Stop! Stop it!" 


In the corner of your eyes: a grin A joyful, wicked grin 


You manage to turn around, he's got a fistful of snow, leaning above you, ready to - 
"Gylve," you breathe heavily, exhausted. "Stop it” 

A satisfied smile. "At least you're talking to me now." 

That's what this fight was all about. Making you speak. And he made you say his name too. 


Lying on your back, still panting, you gather yourself, watching your breath dissolving ghost-like into the air, 
while small snowflakes settle on the messy streaks of your blond hair. You look at him and find he's panting 
too, still smiling, and just as dishevelled as you. And waiting. 


"You are used to my silences." 


That is true, and he always accepts them. Perhaps adding his own thought where explanation lacks. You don't 
know. But he never presses you to share more than you do, more than you want to. It works. 

Everybody's got their own mind, and he likes to speak in riddles too. 

Friendship's built on deeper understanding, or so it is believed. 

But maybe the strongest and longest friendships are built on a little bit of mystery. Like yours. 

Usually none of you bothers too much about what is not said or not understood - some things, most things, 
need their time to unfold. 


What was before can only be grasped - if ever - afterwards. 


"I know." His voice brings you back to the moment, the forever unfurling moment that will eventually come to 
bloom in a later season Like many moments that only made their impact visible as of late. Some flowers, it is 


known, don't blossom each year, their bulbs hidden under snow for the winter. 


Snow. Snow keeps falling, he continues speaking. "But today's silence felt different. Strange." He pauses shortly, 


then winks. "I guess it's okay again now." 


He gets back on his feet, holds his hand out to you. It pulled you up so many times whenever you were down 
for whatever reason 

Hands betray their owner's age, or so it is thought, and you've seen this hand grow older over the years. It's 
not as slender and delicate as it was when you still went to school. It has changed, surely. But the gesture 
towards you hasn't. 

And when you take it, you hope the way you hold it hasn't changed, too, because you always did it this way - 


a loose touch, a light pressing - only now you're not so sure what it means. 


The snow, which had almost stopped during your playful fight, gets heavier again. The two of you walk through 
the forest's silence. Side by side. At a steady pace. There is a quietness between you two that's not 


uncomfortable. Just natural. 


Your hands - still burning - are shoved in your pockets like roots in the depth of the earth. The pockets grow 
a white fur on the outside, as the snow proceeds to engulf them. 


